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" No more than I used to make myself, eh ? ... Yes...."
The old craftsman smiled, a little bitterly. He threw his head back slightly. He looked up at the ceiling - at the fine oval which he had designed and filled in with smiling figures. He remembered the trouble he had taken over the folds of a tunic, or over that woman, seen three-quarter face. All those Sundays ! All those early risings, before dawn! And those nights when he had not slept, harassed by the fear that he had gone badly wrong and made a mess of the whole thing !
Aristophanes. He had found his subject in the course of reading the " Group of Idylls " in La LSgende des siecks over again. All Hugo was there, on the third shelf of the main bookcase - the one with the twisted columns - all the volumes of Father Hugo, in bound octavo volumes.
He had gone over the poem a score of times, line by line :
Under the willows the maidens come and go. . . . The jars they bear upon their heads impede them not. When Menelaus comes, to slow their steps and say : "Hail,Menelaus!"...
When he was doubtful about the meaning of a word, he had looked it up in his LacMtre's dictionary, in two volumes, The housepainter trembled a little in the presence of the great poet. But Hugo, arrogant though he might be with emperors, laid his hand upon his shoulder, looked at him out of those eyes of his, which had their own folds of flesh, too, and seemed to say to him, in a voice made golden by the level suns of death : " Courage, comrade I **
Miraud lowered his head again.
" Listen, F6lix. I don't want to stand in your way. If you think that you are one of those people who are born to make a fortune, obviously you're not going to take the
advice of a man like me___Well, I'll agree - on condition
that you don't get yourself mixed up in some shady business. . . . Ask your gentleman, on some pretext or other, to come and see me."